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Since then, what wandering thoughts I may have had of
attempting the life of an ancient ewe, of a superannuated
hen, and such " small deer," are locked up in the secrets of
my own breast; but for the higher departments of the art I
confess myself to be utterly unfit My ambition does not
rise so high. No, gentlemen : in the words of Horace,

" Fungar vice cotis, acntum
Jfteddere quce ferrum valet, exsors ipsa sccaiidi."